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Abelard and Heloi ſe. 
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Dramatick ENTERTAINMENT. 


As it was acted at the Theatre in Smock- Alley. 
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In eu' ry Work regard the Writer's End, 
Since none can compaſs more than they intend : 
And ſhun their Fault, who, ſcandalouſly nice, 
Will needs miſtake an Author into Vice. 
Pop on Criticiſm. 
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ROLOGUE: 


Spoken by Mr. Sparkes, Senior. 1 


— — * 1 
% OE A EE OP, * * 
e — 


V various Methods the induſtrious Stage 4 . 
Eſſays to woo, and win a fickle Age ; WY 

With gentle Leſſons now awe ſtrive to warm ye | 
Jad, now, with Virtue's whole Artillery ſtorm ye; 1 
beam the bright Moral, ſcuell the patriot Sigh, "130 
bare the falſe Heart, and flood the pitying Eye. | 


let, after all, were forc'd to temporixe, | 
For Men auill take their Methods to be auiſe; 6110 
Jad, to no Purpoſe we exhibit Nature, | 5 
If trickt not up in Sing: ſong, Rant, and Satirt. . * I 


Well then, to Night, Sirs, in your fav rita Way, 
De Force of Lowe and Beauty we diſplay, 

| ſubtile Paſſion ruling in the Mind, 

Veluding Arts by which it is refin d, 

{ fair-One pleading in Dame Nature's Cauſe, 

ave of her Will, and Vitim of her Laws. 

njoy the Scene; endure the tender Tale; 
d let the Moral in your Lies prevail. 


"A Dram atis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 1 


Abelard preceptor to and 6 
in love with Heloiſe. Mr. Este. 
Fulbert, a Canon, Unclet , = 

to Heloiſe. Mr. Philips. 


Solitaire,  3'Mr. Morrice. 
Kally, Suitors to Agaton, >» Mr. Sparkes jun. 


AFryar, Mr. Barrington. 
WOMEN. 
— Mrs. Martin. 


Agaton, Servant to Heloiſe, 
and in love with Abe- Mrs. et 
lard. | 

The Ghoſt of Virginity. 


'SCEN E, 
Faber Hanks in Paris. 


THE 


Abe 


a” = 


THE 


PRECEPTOR. 


A 


Dramatick Entertainment. 


ACTI SCEWE K 


Abelard, Heloiſe, ſitting at a Table furniſhed 


with Books, Globes, &c, 
ABELARD. 
AIR I. The Northern Laſs. 


F all the Paſſions of the Soul 
To which a Prey we fall, 
Love reigns alone without Cantroul, 
Subdues, and equals all: 
Ambition, Avarice, and Pride 
We cnarm by various Ways ; 
But here our Reaſon is no Guide, 
And here our Virtue ſtrays. 


They riſe, and come forward. 
Till 


: 
1 
Th 
: 
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But, now I'm launch'd in its tempeſtuous Sc, | 
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= 


ro 211 CVS 1 4 : 4 1 EY 0 ; 8 
Till now, I thought Philoſophy would pre I 
A certain Refuge from the Storms of Loves 


— 


Spite of that Anchor, I am caſt awayx. 

In vain I teach my Paſſions how to roll, 

Rein their falſe Rage, and moderate the Soul ; 
If o'er ourſelves a Via'ry we obtain, 


In Love's ſoft Conflict we're inſlav'd again. „ 


Where is the Force thy Charms cannot ſubdue ? 
Ah! what is Learning when oppos'd to you ? 


Hel. And yet, it happens in the Fights of Love, 


Where both are vanquiſh'd, both the Victors prove. 
Yes, Abilard,——— nor do I bluſh to own, © _ 


cm——_— 


'Thine is my Heart, by Merit fairly won. 


Altho', 


perhaps, I have too ſoon confeſt : 


I ſhould have kept the Secret in my Breaſt, 
Till I was ſure, the Lord of my Defires 
Burnt with as quick, and as enduring Fires. 
Where Women love they're forward to believe, 
And by our Faith we prompt you to deceive 
Too weak to fathom, or to foil your Arts, 
You gain an e h o'er our Hearts, 


Which, by the 


ight of Conqueſt you maintain, 


But O how ſhort, how tranſient is the Reign! 
Since with our Charms your Paſſion will decay, 
And all the bright Dominion fade away. 


AIR II. hen Fanny, blooming fair. 
L 


Ah! why has Heav'n aſſign d 
To Love ſo ſhort a Date, 

And not the Lover's Mind 
' Proportion'd to his State? 
Yet, fleeting as it is, 
And loſt Cer we poſſeſs, 
Inconſtant Man the Bliſs 

Has made by Falſhood leſs, 

II. Or, 


The PRECEPTOR, 
Or, if a fickle Mind 1 
So great a pleaſure be, | | | | 
Why ſhould nat Woman-kind | ö Wil 
Be falſe, as well as he ? _ 
Why is't a Crime in Mads 1 
Thoſe Paſſions to purſue, | N 
Which Man's ſuperior Aids 10 
Too weak are to ſubdue? Wh || 
Tho' I approve, yet I ſuſpect your Youth. | e 
Abe. Doubt my Exiſtence, rather than my Truth, 110 
By all the ruling Deities above, | | WY |; 
| Chiefly by thee, almighty Pow'r of Love, 180 
I ſwear that | Con, 1 
Hel. Hold! for they that ſwear will cheat; | 
Vows are too oft the Parents of Deceit. 1 
Love is a free born Paſſion of the Mind, Wi! 


Bound by no Oaths, and by no Laws confin'd, 
Like other Flames it has its proper Fewel, 
And will expire without it. LF, 
Therefore, ſince you and I are doom'd to love, 
Since with a like Propenſity we move, 

The only Way our Paſſion not to ſmother, 
Is, to be Flame and Fewel to each other. 
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Abe. There ſpake the Soul and Rhetorick of Love! 17% 
Come to my Arms, infold me too in thine; if q 
United Souls one Body ſhould enſhrine. 1110 

Hel. Condemn me not becauſe 1 am ſincere; if li 
An artleſs Paſſion no Diſguiſe will wear. Wl 

Abe. Let hidden Fires the flow dull Nymph deſtroy, 1 
Who mocks her Paſſion, and belies her Joy, Wil}; 
Who, free by Nature, lives a Slave to Art, Will 
True to her Fame, and faithleſs to her Heart. 114 
Love is the Life of Beauty, tis that arms f 8 1 l 
The killing Grace, and lights up all its Charms. 10 

| 110 
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Hel. Yet, with your Sex, it is a Maxim known, 

That ours ſhould not capitulate too ſoon: 

And, doubtleſs, *twill of Heloiſe be ſaid, 

She this kind Warmth too willingly betray'd. ' 
Abe. Lives there a Man, however great and wiſe, 


Who breaths fo much, —by Wit and Pow'r, he dies, 
AIR I. Pears Mil, 
> {oye ERS 


3 : 


Ihe Sages declare, 
That Love is a Snare 
Jo intrap, and enervate the Mind ; 
Yet, often that Blade | 
A Hero 't has made, 
Whom Nature a Coward deſign'd. 


II. 


VPoung Cupid is ſtill 
A God of good Will, 
And conquers by gentle Alarms ; 
But the deſperate Wight, 
Who provokes him to fight, 
Shall find him a Fury in Arms. 


Hel. Hark! for I think my Uncle's Step I hear, 
So let's to Bus neſs, and our Books, my Dear. 
| [ They fit as before, 


SCENE II. 
Enter Fulbert, liftenin , 
5 +; = . [beſt; 
Abe. Our good old Fathers thought their World the 
Her Way gave Nature, and the Earth had Reſt: 


Their ſober Syſtem this, — their Sons new ſcan it, 
And, Pox on em] reduc'd us to a Planet, 
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Led Nature's Dance, and, in the gen'ral Jig, 


Set it a-goung- like a bens | 
Hel. So, about the Sun the tuneful Orbs, you ſay, turn, 
As Poets fing and circle round a Patron ? 9 i 


Abe. But, vice verſa, f 
As from the Sun thoſe Orbs their Light receive, 
80, Patrons from the Wits their Beams derive: 
And thus you ſee, (for it was well apply'd) 
In either Syſtem Phæbus will preſide. 


Obſerve the Scheme. | | 
[ Sheavs her à Solar Syſtem, 
Fulbert afide.) This does not look like Love; nor 
can] find, 1 
With all my Caution, they are ſo inclin'd. 
But, in this idle, and invidious Place, 


| So proud, yet ſo tenacious of Diſgrace, 


Where Scandal, without Gallantry, declaims, 

And the lewd Tongue the ſpotleſs Breaſt defames, 
They'll coin e'en Looks to Love, with wondrous Art, 
Then make it current with a Virgin's Heart. 


[They obſerve him, and riſe. 


Well, Abelard, - and how improves my Niece ? 
Abe. Believe me, Fulbert, ſhe's a Maſter-piece ! 
Nor is her Form, tho' matchleſs, more refin'd, 
Than is the bright Complexion of her Mind. 
Fulb. I long till ſhe can hold a ſmart Diſpute, 
And vindicate a Theſis or refute. 
Abe. Tis the beſt Way of educating Youth, 
To viſit Error in the Road to Truth. Fit 
We give fair Play to every fav'rite Notion : 
Early this Morning we unhing'd all“ Motion; 
Then, with a modern Searcher into Nature, 
We fairly did annihilate all Matter ; 


* Me 


_ — 


* Meliſus, tbe Phil-ſopher of Samos, and Diſciple of 
Parmenides, taught there was no Motion; that the Uni- 
ver ſe was unchangeable, immoveable, always the ſame, 


and Full. 
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In our next Leſſon J reverſe each Notion, 
And ſhall inculcate Matter mixt with Motion. | 
Fulb. And pray repeat your Leſſons --—— do you 

| hear? | 1 

For tho' theſe Topicks are above my ſphere, 

Vet I, whe:c'er ſhe goes, would have it ſaid, 

Lo, Iulbert''s Niece, the Scientific Maid! 

And thus, that Fame which is to me deny'd, 

Shall by her Wit and Beauty be ſupply'd. 

But come, unbend your Minds ; a imall Collation 

Waits ye within, by Way of Recreation. 


SC EN E III. A Garden. 
Agaton, Solitaire. 


Agat. How can you touze, and blowze one fo ? 1 
fwear | 
You might b' aſham'd on't Mr. Solitaire. 
You Courticrsare the verieſt Rakes alive: 
If you muſt keep a Harlot—-pr'ythee wive. 
I'd have you to know, Sir, Pil be no Man's Strumpet; 
T'll be no Blaſt for Fame's malicious Trumpet. 
So, ſigh your Heart out, languiſh, and adore ; 
No falve of Agaton's ſhall heal your ſore. 
What! do you think my Honour, and Repute 
Not Proof gainſt Effence, and a tawdry Suit? 
Sol. Ha, ha, ha. — Honour! and Reputation! 
The Prejudice of Vulgar Education; 
Meer Phantoms Child, and form'd but to delude 
The Mind from Bliſs, and make a Maid a Prude. 
Honour and Fame, like other Laws and Rules, 
May ſerve to fetter Slaves, and bias Fools, 
But; my ſweet Soul, your Folks of Conſequence 
Are unacquainted with their Influence ; 
People of Mode are their own Legiſlators. | 
Agat. For their Faith too, they might be their own 
- Creators. | ; 


Sol. 


| 


. 


Solitaire. Pugh! Pox! have done with your old- 
faſhion'd Phraſe. | | 

Love's Wound is Parley, and it's Death Delays. 

Enjoy my Heart while *tis your own Dominion; 

Time waſtes ; Youth fades; and Pleaſure's on the Pi- 
nion, | 

Then catch it as it flies. Think, if you crown 

My Happineſs, yon will ſecure your own. 

Be mine, I'Il lift thee to high life my Dear, 

Above all Senſe of Calumny, or Fear; ' 

Unrival'd, thou ſhalt flaunt it up and down, 


The Glory, Toaſt, and Envy of the Town! 


Agaton. Yes, for a Twel'month, till your Humour's 
ſated, bes | 
And then turn'd looſe, kickt, ridicul'd, and hated, 
Bandy'd from Fops to Fools a Twel'month more, 
Then ply a filthy, flimſy, pimping, thieving Whore! 


AIR IV. Princeſs Amelia's Minuet. 


No, no — believe me, 
You ſhall neer deceive me: 
Courtiers and Lovers alike faithleſs prove; 
They who mind what you ſay, 
Truſt me ſhall rue the Day, | 
When they believ'd you in Friendſhip, or Love. 


IT, 


Sol. — Muſt J hope no Redreſs ? 
Agat. — No, not from my Diſtreſs. 
Sol. How can 70 Rope for the Bli s you deny? 
Axat. — Is it a Wench you want?! 
Sol. What you alone can grant. 


Hat. Tho' I refuſe, there are thoſe will comply. 


B 2 Sol. 
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Sol. Deaf as an Adder |! as a Tigreſs cruel ! | Anot 
Yet your Denial is my Paſſion's Fuel. Ak 
Since Youth, nor Wealth your ſtubborn Heart can move, | But f 
Force ſhall obtain what is deny'd to Love. So d 


Agat. Murder! Help! Help! —— You cruel, bar- 


barous Creature ! To-n 

| SCENE IV. 
Enter Rally, with his Sevord drawn. 158 
Rally. Hands off! Have at thy Heart, thou rampant Say, 
Satyr! | | Yes, 


Sol. Hold! Bully Bluff! ---I'm not for tilting, neither. We"! 
I yield the Prize. So, damn ye both together. 
| (Runs off, and Agaton farnts, = 


SCA K 


Rally. She faints ! O my Andromeda, my Dear, 
Behold your Perſeus, your Deliverer. 
My Love, —— my Life. tis I, your fierce Adorer, 
Oh! for a Pool of Harts-horn to reſtore her. 
No Water nigh ?- Curſe on the thirſty Place! 
Gather, ye Clouds, and ſprinkle in her Face. 
But life returns, and with it all it's charms. 
You're ſafe, my Soul, within a Lover's Arms. 
Agat. Oh! — the foul Beaſt ! the filthy, lewd 
Intriguer ! | 
How weak is Woman combating with Vigour ! 
What? and is it you then, Captain Rally, | 
Who to my Succour made this timely Sally ? N 
Rally. Yes. Ever watchful as thy a Saint, 


No ſooner had you utter'd your Complaint, 
Than plum'd with Love, to your Relief I ſoar'd, | : 
As Miſers fly to their inveſted Hord. = 


Agat. I thank you Captain, and the Action deem W] 
A brave, undoubted Mark of your Eſteem. Ab 
N EY ___ @nothnſÞY At 


'. 
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Another Opportunity may prove 
A kind Requital of a gen'rous Love 
But for the Preſent I am ſo confus'd, | 
So diſcompos'd, I beg to be excus'd. 
_ (Going, be flops ber. 
To-morrow, Sir, I ſhall be glad to ſee you. (Exit. 


SCENE. VI. 


Rally. Nor will I fail, my Charmer, to be wi you. 
To-morrow come, and if unbleſt it paſs, 
Say, Rally knows. not to attack a Laſs. 

Yes, yes, you brisk, intoxicating Gipſy, 


We'll tipple Love till the blind God grows tipſy. 
AIR V. How pleaſant a Sailors Life paſſes. 


How bleſt is a Soldier's Condition, 

If ſpent or in Peace, or in War, 
Renown is our only Ambition : 

We're Slaves, but to Fate, and the Fair. 


Let others enjoy their high Station, 
Or fall by the Means which they roſe ; 
While, true to the King and the Nation, , 
We plunder no Men but their Foes. 


'Thus anſwering well our Exiſtence, 
We envy no Mortal his Joys, 
For Loyalty, Love, and Subſiſtence 

Go thorough the World brave Boys ! 


(Exit. 


+ LCE NEVE 


Agat. So — thank my Stars, the Coaſt once more is 
clear. | 
What puſhing Blades theſe wanton Rake-hells are ! 
Ah! would the Youth, for whom I figh in vain, 
Attend my Paſſion, and relieve it's Pain, 1 
| e, 
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He, unrepuls'd ſhould every Freedom take, 

Which I deny to others for his ſake. | 

But, Heloiſe, alas! devours his Charms; 

Alas! he revels in my Lady's Arms. 

Ah! why, ye Gods, ah! why have ye decreed, 

A Lady's Love ſhould warm a Chamber-maid ? 

And yet, why not? what Difference between us? 
None, that I know of, in the Rites of Venus. 
What! and my old lewd Fryar too! Nay, nay, 
This, ſurely, muſt be Cupid's Holiday. f 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter Fryar, ſinging. 
AIR VI. One Evening hawing a Mind to rake. 


Of all the Lovers of the Sport 

The keeneſt is your Fry ar, 
Tho' we ourſelves diſqualify' d for't, 

T was but to poach the Slyer 

What if we're doom'd to ſingle Lives, 
To mortify our Cravings, | 

Our Neighbours Daughters, Maids, .and Wives 
Take pity on our Raving. ' 


Agat. Father, I thought this Hour was due to Prayer ? 


Fryar. Therefore, I come to worſhip you, my Dear, 


My litt!e wanton, buxom, frisky Huſſy; 
You jigling, pouting Jade; — come buſly, buſſy. 

Avat. Now, fie upon you, would you tempt a Maid? 
Is thus, your vow of Chaſtity obey'd ? 

I fancy, Father, we miſtake your Merit; 
You invocate the Fleſh againſt the Spirit. 

Fry. Nay, nay — If Maids begin to moralize, 
Tt is high 1 ime, indeed, we ſhould grow wile. 
But, have a Care, that duly ye conſent, 

Leſt ye provoke us to be continent, 


And 


| Oh, 
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And, if ye iD. Gita to Fornication, 
Truſt me, we ſhould depopulate the Nation. 35 
. Hgat. For that we will. If not 'till Monks grow 
chaſte 
The Fair want Sparks, they won't deſpair in Haſte : 
No, no— you'll kindly teach us to tranſgreſs, 
Rather than we want Matter to confeſs. 


ATR VII. 4 lovely Laſs to 4 came.” 


Agat. Tell me, Father, ſhould J quench your Ham, 
Would you remit me the Folly ? 

Fryar. Ay, marry, if it can be a ſhame 
To oblige a Man ſo holy. 

Agat. ] fear then I ſhould be found to blame. 

Proar. F ear not I will abſolve thee. 


And Where's the Danger of a {mall Pollution, 
If thoſe who give it give you Abſolution ? 


Agat. So, like the Scorpion, Gallants of your Coat, | 


Are both a Poiſon, and an Antidote ? 
Fryar. Come, come, no more Theory, let's be 46. 
"Ra „ 
Life's ae, and for Enjoyment made, not wooing. 
I hate a ſſow, capitulating Wench, 
Love's Flame more free to kindle than to quench. 
I hatelong Overtures. I hate your * 
Courtſhip, Pm for 
© - Heat. Vaniſh, Father vaniſh. 
See, down the Walk, where comes my Lady s Tu- 


tor. c 
Fryar. = Murrain-rot 3 for a foul Intrü- 
11 


(Exit. 
8 CE NE IX. N 


Agat. Ves, YES he comes — nov Love 2 Fe 
rant reigns; 


Oh, how the InfcRtion gallops thro my e / 
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Huſh Nature, huſh ! be ſtill my Heart, be fill! 


No — throb, my Heart! and Nature, try thy skill! | 


(She affects a melancholy Air, 
SCENE X. 
Enter Abelard. 


Abel. So, Agaton— I'm glad to meet thee here. 

But why ſo penſive ? —e. why ſo dull, my dear? 

Pr'ythee what ails thee? | 
Agat. Why ſhould you inquire 

Of that Diſtreſs which you alone inſpire ? 

For ever luckleſs be the fatal Day 

When firſt to Paris I betook my Way; 

But be that blotted from the circling Year 

Which fix'd me, wretched Maid! a Servant here. 

O had I wiſely been content to dwell, 

'The frugal Heireſs of my native Cell, 

The virtuous Object of my Parents Pride, 


J might long ſince have been ſome Szrephor's 


Bride, | | 
While my ſweet Swain had watch'd his fleecy Care, 
I, his dear Amaryllis, had been there, | 
Rey'd o'er the Meadows, or the Woods among, 
And ſhar'd his Love, his Labour, and his Song. 
But now-—alaſs ! I love, and ſerve (how hard 
A Fate !) without all hope of a Reward. 


Abel. Heigh-Day ! art thou bewitcht ? or is th 


Maid 
Romantick run, or paſtorally mad ? 23. 
I gueſs your Ail ; your Services I own 
Have been but ill repay'd ; — here, Agaton, 
Here's a ſpecifick, take it for my ſake. 


(Offers her a Purſe which ſhe refuſes. 


Agat. Ah! Doftor,'you my Malady mil- 
take. | 


If Gold would do, 'tis mine without the Menti- | 


on 3 


II 


be 


ſel. | 


niſ⸗ 


nti- 


Azj 


| If it muſt out 


All!? 


The PRE CEPTOR. 
An amorous Courtier offers half his Penſion ; 

A Soldier would divide a Soldier's Portion; 

And, what is more, a Fryar his Extortion: 

It is not Wealth, could you the India's give me, 

Would work my Cure; — and, yet, you can relieve me. 


. 17 8 ( Looks languiſhingly on him. 


Agat. Lord !— will you extort the Menſion? 
For a Wit you have the dulleſt apprehenſion ! 
Know then, I love to Madneſs ; 
'Tis Love! Love! Love's the Cauſe of all my Sadneſs! 
That Face! that Shape! that Air! that ev'ry Thing | 
all conſpire poor Agaton's undoing ! 
Abel. It grieves me, I confeſs, a tender Maid 
By th' Warmth of her own Heart ſhould be betray'd ; 
Nor tempt me farther, leſt I wiſh to find 
Heloiſe leſs fair, or Agaton leſs kind. | 
Azat. Do not miſtake me, Sir, and think that I 
Behold my Miſtreſs with a Rival's Eye : | 
May I be doom'd thro' Life a Maid to rove, 
Exil'd forever from the Land of Love, 
If &er I ſought to break my Lady's Reſt, 


| Or wiſn'd to blot her Image from your Breaſt. 


But, mayn't a Man of Wit and Gallantry 
Be true to her, and yet be kind to me ? 


AIRVI II . Belinda, ſee from yonder Flawers. 


What tho' you pity my Diſtreſs, 
And kindly heal the Wonnd you give, 
Will Heloiſa's Joys be leſe, 8 
Or thoſe which you from her derive ? 


The Book which murmurs thro' the Meads, 
If it my burning Thirſt ſhould flake, 
Say, ſhall I fade the Flow'rs it feeds ? 
Or will it thence it's Courſe forſake ? 


C Abel. | 
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Abelard. 
AIRIN. Twain, Dear Chloe. 
3 


Thoſe dancing Eyes, that dimpling Mouth, But 
Thy wanton Mien, and ſmiling Youth 
An Anchorite might gain : 
Nor think that I can boaſta Heart 
Proof againſt ſuch deluding Art, 
Did not a Vow refrain. 


II. Fa 

Then, ſince the Chains of her I love Br” 
Admit no Liberty to rove, Oh 
Aſſert your Sex's Pride; Th 
Diſdain a Heart already won; 1 

Go, make a Conqueſt all your own, * 

Nor fear to be deny . Up 

Agat. Muſt I then pine unpity'd, and expire 
The Victim of a Self-conſuming Fire? | WI 
How curſt is Love, the Object unenjoy'd ! Po; 
How vain is Youth, when Eighteen is deny'd ! To 
O fell Diſdain ! O killing killing Anguiſh ! We 


What Brutes we doat on when for Man we languiſh ! 
AIR X. Tel! me, tell me. 


Man, the haughty King of Nature, 
Born to lord it unconfin'd, 

Tyrant reigns o'er ev'ry Creature, 
Chiefly over Woman - kind. 


While 
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While wefly them they purſue us ; 
Tho' we conquer they enſlave; 

When we love they ceaſe to woo us: 
What would fickle Nature have ? 


Abel. Demand what elſe you will, and I comply ; 
But cannot hear a Suit I mult deny. | 


(Exit. 
SCENE XI. 
. Agaton, (after a Pauſe.) 
Ha! | 


confeſs my Weakneſs—and refus'd with 
Scorn ? 

Deſpair and Madneſs! —.'tis not to be born. 

Oh! I could tear out my fond fooliſh Heart, 

That Dupe of Nature! and that Tool of Art! 

But hold —- find Love's Flame begin to dwindle, 

And Hate and Vengeance in my Boſom kindle. 

| Up, up my Rage! my blown Reſentment ſwell ! 
e Furies, come, and make my Breaſt your Hell! 

In all your dreadful Characters, ariſe 

Whips! Torches! Snakes! and fiery rolling Eyes! 

Poſſeſs me all! —ſupport me with your Aid, 

To teach my ſqueamiſh, philoſophick Blade, 

Woman rejected is a Devil made | 

TE a 


The End of the Firſt AF. 


Co ACT 
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KEYENENE RN ENENENENENY 


CT LE SENS L 
A Chamber. 
Fulbert, Agaton. 


Fulbert. | 
A NP are you ſure you ſaw em ſo engag'd ? 
Mind what you ſay — for I am much enrag'd. 
Agat. Sir, what I ſay proceeds from Doubt nor Ma- 
| lice, . 
Theſe Eyes were witneſs to their amorous Sallies: 
He ſigh'd his Soul upon her panting Boſom, 
And wanton'd—. like a Bee upon a Bloſſom. 
Thus, while they interchang'd their Extacy, 
With paraly tick Voice I heard her cry, — 
Oh ! thou'rt the beſt Philoſopher in Love, 
That ever did an ign'rant Maid improve 
O make me perfect in the bliſsful Science ! 

Ful. And fo to Virtue bade a ſtout Defiance? 
Curſe on the wanton Wench ! Curſe on the Varlet, 
To ſtab my Faith, and make my Girl an Harlot ! 

Prove what you ſay, and, by the chaſte St. Katern, 
I'll quench his Flame, and ſet Revenge a Pattern. 

Agat. This very Inſtant you the Fact may prove; 
This very Now they ſacrifice to Love. 

Ful. If they're bely'd—my Indignation fall 
On thee If not; they meet, and merit all. 

| [Exit 
SCENE II. 


oat. I think, I'm even with my haughty Youth. 
Go-—boafſt your Vows, your Conſtancy, your Truth. 
But, my poor Lady what has ſhe been doing, 
That ſhe ſhould bg involv'd in equal Ruin? ah 
| at 
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What has ſhe done? Why does ſhe not engage 
The Tyrant's Love? and therefore ſhares my Rage: 
My Vengeance would not be complete, or ſafe, | 
Did I not wound him in his Fetter Half; 
So, periſh Both, ſince Both Aggreſſors are; 
Thus, my Reſentment equals my De!pair. 


AIR I. Chrift Church Bells. 


Ve Men of Parts, 
Who wan our Hearts, 

This Maxim be your Guide; 
If a Maid take Flame, 
And avow the ſame, 

- She muſt not, will not be deny'd : 

For if ſhe once the God confeſs, 

And feel not too his Pow'r to bleſs, 
"Twill ſoon appear, | 
The Graces are 

To th' Furies very near ally'd. 
Ye Men, Oe. 


SCENE III. 


Abelard, Heloiſe. | 
Hel. No, Al#/ard I never ſhall conſent 
To what, perhaps, we may in vain repent. 
Does not each Day's Experience ſadly prove, 
The Bond of Marriage is the Tomb of Love? 
See, thro” all Stations, all Degrees of Lite, 
Th' exulting Miſtreſs, the deſpairing Wife: 
And in our Sex like Harmony I grant, 
t. See the loath'd Husband, the ador'd Gallant. 
Surely there muſt be ſome Antipathy 
Between the Hand and Heart, ſo ſeldom they agree. 
Of all the Feats of Fove's immortal Flame, 
His greateſt Conqueſt was Ainphytrion's Dame: 
The Swan, the Bull, the Glory, and the Shower - 
Were the reſiſtleſs Efforts of his Power, FE. 


at W kat 


[Exit. 
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What Woman could repulſe the dread Intriguer, | 

When arm'd with Song, or Dreſs, or Gold, or Vigour! 

But ſure he prov'd his Godhead to the Life, | 
When in a Husband's Form he charm'd a Wife ! 


ATR IL * Groves, the Plains. 
Could allyou fay, bh | 
This Truth diſplay 

That Marriage would our Hearts cement, 
J would invoke 
The nuptial Yoke, FE 

And draw with youu my Dear, content. 
| I. | 
But, if you trace 
The human Race, 

And take Experience for your Guide, 
Alaſs! I fear 
It will appear, 

The Remedy of Love apply'd. 


SCENE IV. 
Fulbert liſtening. 


Abel. Afſirm that Truth is Error, Right is Wrong, 
Who can diſprove it - falling from that Tongue! 
But yet, admitting the connubial Tye 
Deriv'd alone from earthly Policy, 

(Tho', ſure, it were no arduous Task to prove, 

The Laws of Heaven are the Laws of Love) 

The Acts of Man a ſtrict Obedience claim, 

Since they decide our good or evil Fame. 

Can thy chaſte Ears endure the opprobricus Tongue, 
With foul Reproach, and cruel Slander hung? 
Or, when this Guſt of Paſſion's blown away, 
And all the bloom of beauty ſhall decay, 
When a fair Fame is all the Foait of Liſe, 
The ſpotleſs Virgin, or the blameleis Wife, 


Wilt. 


alt 
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Wilt thou not curſe the Author of thy Shame, 
Tho' from thy now lov'd Abelard it came? 
Hel. Cenſure proceeds from Envy more than Hate, 
Tis in th' Affair of Love, as in the State, 
Of every Tongue it's Act the Odium draws, 


| Whilſt ev'ry Heart beats wanton in the Cauſe, 


Your Heloiſe ſcorns by any Laws to prove 
Her Faith, but ſuch as Nature gave to Love. 
Let Int'reſt, Wealth, and Pride, thoſe vulgar Joys, 
Await the Dame whoſe Paſſion needs ſuch Tyes; 
It is for Abelard's fake I love AZelard; 
Love is my Merit, be it my Reward. 
Abel. O Love unequal'd, thron'd in unequal'd Beauty! 
Reign by what Laws you will, I am all Duty. 
Science and Fame farewel, for Love ſhall be 
Henceforth our Study, Pride, and Property ; 
Love all our Time, our Faculties improve, 
We'll ask no Bliſs, invol:e no Pow'r but Love! 
| (Embrace. 
Ful. Plague on the Ruffian! how he faſtens on her. 
Nay now tis paſt Diſpute he has undone her. 
By all the avenging Powers of holy Rome, 
I will not ſleep till I have fix'd his Doom. (Exit. 


SCENE V. 


AIR III. Corforza eſcoſa. 
* 


Ab. - Come to my Arms, my Pride, 

Cloſe let me c/aip thee. 
Hel. See mine extended wide, 

Ready to graſp thee. | 

Ab. My Fund of Treaſure ! 

Hel. My. Fount of Pleaſure! 

Ab. On thy Charms 
Hel. In thy Arms 
Ab. Let me ſigh. 


H.. Let me die. | 45. 
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Ab. O how you bleſs me! 
Hel. O how you preſs me! 
Ab. My Sight and Senſe fail. 


Hel. What is it I ail? By 
Ab. O how I ſhiver! Ar 
Hel. O how I quivyer! 7 

Ab. See! I die! 

Hel. So do I! A] 

Ab. Oh! | If 

Hel. Oh! 4 

Ab. Oh! In 

Hel. Oh! U 
SCENE VI. i 

Enter Agaton haſiily. A 
Hrat. Alaſs! alas'! dear Madam, y'are betray'd: || A 


All was o'erlook'd y*have done, o'erheard y*have faid. 
I met your Uncle like a 'Tempeſt raging — 
See, where he comes ! the Blaſt there's no engaging. | 


(Exit, 
| S-C/E: N E. VIII. 
Fulbert, in a Fury. 


Ful. IJ have o'erheard your wanton Dialogue, 
Thou moſt abandon'd Whore ! thou matchleis Rogue 
Was it for this in Virtue's Paths I led thee (T2 her. 
Hail'd thee my Child, and like a Daughter bred thee ? 
Was it for thi⸗ thou ignominious Tutor! (To Hin. 
I entertain'd thee ?—--Was it to pollute her ? 
A Tutor thou !—--A Tutor for the Devil, 
To root up Grace, and plant the Secds of Evil. 
Abel. Conſider Sir, th? Allurements of a Face 
Have often foil'd the lubborn Pow'rs of Grace a 
But when to Youth, and Beauty's Charms are joyn'd 1 
The more divine Attractions of the Mind, 'The 1 
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The vanquiſh'd force of Reaſon we deplore, 
And where we ought to govern, we adore. 
The Rage of other Paſſions we may ſtill; | 
But Love is in our Fate, and not our Will. 
Ful. And ſo, when you've ſeduc'd a ſimple Maid, 
By force of Nature Reaſon was betray'd! _ 
And, doubtleſs, ſhe'll as eloquently prove, 
The Loſs of Honour was the Force of Love ! 
Hel, * To you, alone,'dear Uncle, I appeal ; 
Approve my Lover or my Paſſion heal. 
If in the Mate of Youth I've fondly ſtray'd, 
And Nature's Laws inſtead of your's obey'd, 
Impute my Fault to Love's ſevere Decree ; 
When the Heart's vanquiſh'd, can aught ele be free? 
Ful. If Nature led you to indulge your Flame, 
If Love was ſtronger than the Luſt of Fame, 
It did not prompt you to blaſpheme the ſacred Laws | 
Of Marriage, which alone could hide your Honour's Flaws. 1 


* 


What! muſt you ſtrive to complicate your Shame, | 
And wound at once my Function and my Name:? F 
AIR. IV. March in Scipio. | | 
it. * 3 J. 33 l - i R 
 Heloife, kneeling, if 
See! — where your Niece, — 1 
Love's ſad delinquent lies; [ 
And here will le, unleſs - | 8 
1 Your Pity bids her riſe. ny | | 
_- ; II. | | | | 
1 |  » Abelard, falling on his knett, || 
I. | | 1 
Behold a: Suppliant too, +3 j 
Who ne'er knelt to Man before ! | f 
What more can Sinners do | ql; 
Than Mercy to implore ? 


=. Theſe ſix Lines area Parody on a celebratad Speech | 
The in Edipus, beginning To you, good Gods, &c. 


Con- 
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III. 


Hel. Conſider what you preach. 

Ab. Oh! think for what you pray. 

Hel. That Pity which you teach, 
Ab. Do you yourſelf diſplay. 


| : Fulbert. 
AIR V. Whilſt the Town's brim-full of Folly. 


Vain theſe Arts, in vain this Whining : 
Say, will Sighs atone your ſinning ? | 
Or Tears your ſquander'd Fame retrieve ? 
Sooner ſhall Beauty not be failing, 
Diſcarded Courtiers ceaſe from railing, 
Than I the foul Affront forgive. 


AIR VI. Iriſh Howl. 


Ab. Water the hardeſt Rocks will pierce, 
And Brutes by Art are made leſs fierce : 

Hel. But yet, nor Floods of Tears, nor Art- 
Can melt or tame a Tyrant's Heart. 


CHORUS. 


Ab. Oh! alas! 

Hel. O wretched Caſe! 

Ab. Muſt we ſue in vain? 
Mel. Will you ſtill diſdain ? 


Both, Oh Oh! cruel, cruel, cruel Fulbert, | 
Than ſavage Beaſts more fell! 


Ful. They will diſarm me, if I don't diſguiſe. [ afide. 
I can no more. Compoſe your Hearts, and riſe. 
[ They riſe. 


8 
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Tho? ye have thaw'd me by your warm Petition, 
Know that I melt not, but on this Condition; 
As Love has join'd your Hearts, conſent _ Hands 
Unite in Wedlock. + 

Ab. I approve the Bands ; 
Say, dear Inſlaver of my Soul, do vou? 

Hel. If on no other Terms you're mine,. I do. 

Ful. "Tis well. The reſt belongs to me. Retire, 
The Night's far ſpent, and Reſt ye both require. 

[ Exeunt Abelard and Heloiſe ſeverally. 


SCENE VIII. 


Go-—reſt, fond Fool, while my Reſentment wakes, 
'Tis the laſt manly Nap the Traitor. takes. 

As ſoon as Sleep ſhall lull our Lover's Senſes, 

This Woman's Joy a Woman's Hate commences. [ Exit. 


S. SNB K 
A Chamber, a Table and Canale. 


Heloiſe diſcober'd. fitting on a Couch, in a muancholy 
| Poſture. 


Hel. It was a ſtrange Tranſition, and I fear 
Too ſudden to be laſting, or ſincere : 
Methinks, it is not natural, to find 
The moſt obdurate Paſſion of the Mind 
Melt all at once to Pity. If I know 
My Uncle right, to Pity he's as flow 


As Mercy is to puniſh... To forgive! 
He would not his own Innocence retricve 
On that Condition. 


What means my Heart by this foreboding F lutter ? 
Again again kind Heaven ſhicld my Tutor! 
[Tavo or three Bars of Air 7. 
Whence this melodious Air? Sure Nature grows 
Delirious, - I'll give her ſoit Repoſe. 
D 2 AIR 
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AIR vi. 4 Lof tat ws ben with c. 


3 1 kind God of Relief, 
Lull my Senſes o'erladen with Grief ; 
Let my Lover my Slumbers await, 
And give him-. thro? — they 


Come, Morpheus, &c. talk aer 


SCENE X. 


The Ghoſt of Virginit ty rifes to the following Air, repre- 
ſented by a young Maiden dreſi'd in White, crown'd 
with Flowers, &c. The — to be render d as 
amiable as polſible. ; 


| Ghoſt of Virginity, finging as it riſes. 
AIR VIII. Geminiant's Minuet. 
I. 


From the bleſt E/y/ſcar Bowers, 
Chaſte Abode of ſpotleſs Maids, 

Sent, by the avenging Powers , 
Heloiſa to 

To let the fair T ranſgreſſor ſee 

'The Ghoſt of her Virginity. 


II. 


Gods no greater Vengeance boaſt, 
Or to Mortals can diſpenſe, 
Than to ſhew them what they've loſt, 
When they loſe their Innocence: 
Awake, then, Heloiſe, and fee 
'The — of thy Virginity. 


\ 


O ZFH 
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> 


Loath'd while poſſeſt, and only lov'd when loſt [ 
Nor Sighs nor Tears will bring thee back again. 


The Tutor lives<=—but oh! the Lover dies. 
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Hel. waking.) O thou angelic Form! thou heavenly 
Viſion ! [She runs to embrace Virginity, 
auhich ſuddenly diſappears. 


+ SCENE; M. 


Ales | "Gs fad aud left env e 
Hard is thy Fate, moſt hard indeed, poor Ghoſt! 


* 


But all in vain I weep, lament in vain, 


Ah!. why was female Honour made fo frail? 
Guarg me, ye Pow'rs! what does the Woman ail ? 


SCENE XI. 
E wer A gaton, Aiſracbel. 


Aa. Wreck me, tempeſtuous Seas! Ve Whirlwinds 
| tear me ER de 
Gape Earth! yawn Hell! ariſe, ye Fiends, and ſcare me 
Remorſe, Revenge, Love, Hatred, and Deſpair 
Divide my Breaft, and reign alternate there ! 
My Mind's all Anarchy ! a Maze! a Chaos! + if 
And my loſt Reaſon rolls without a "Bias? \ 1 
In a fofter Voics.] | 
Hard-fated Youth ! had not I figh'd in vain,  . 
Thou hadſ not felt the ignominious Pain. 1 
Hard-fated Abelard! | 1 
Hel. What do I hear! Protect him ev'ry Sainte! 
Oh! what of him) | ; 
«Aga. Oh! fled-for ever fled 
Love's fonded Hopes! O diſappointed Maid? 
Jam the deſp'rate Author of your Woe: 
G0 — and behold Love's luckleſs Martyr go! | 
Go, mourn your blighted Hopes, your raviſſi'd Joys: | 


i [Exeunt ſewerally. 
* * | 8 C E N B 
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44 SCENE XIII. 
Fulbert. | 


be Cauſe remo wd, th' effect of courſe muſt ceaſe ; 
'There was no other Way to right my Niece. 

Let future Wits, warm with unhallow'd Fires, 

Learn hence to bridle their unchaſte Deſires ; 

And let the Fair, incontinent of Fame, 

Take heed how ſhe return the guilty Flame, 

Left, if her injur'd Sire a Fulbert prove, 


SCENE XIV. 
Abelard, Heloiſe. 
AIR IX. Come and liften to ny Dith. 


Ab. Come, and pity my Condition, 
| All ye Wretches made by Love ; 
Time's a wounded Heart's Phyſician ; ; 
What wall my Diſeaſe remove ? 


| Hither come, ye luckleſs Maidens, 
Who of cruel Parents tell; 
See a Nymph with Woes more laden! 
See a Parent yet more fell ! 


. | Ceaſe, ah! ceafe, my Dear, your Mourning; ; 
Yet Love's Blefiing may be thine ; 
Some happier Youth may quench your Burning, 
But, no Maid re-kindle mine! 


Oh! no, no. ——Theſe Arms for ever 
Shall lie folded on my Breaſt ; 
She, who has been thine, can never 
By another Youth be bleſt. 
9 $til}, 


She find her Spark an Abelard in Love. Exit. 
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Still, ſtill T burn, tho? fruitleſs be the Flame; 

Still, in my Heart, my Abelard's the ſame. 

Yet, yet I hang enraptur'd o'er thy Form, 
And, I am warm'd - without the Pow'r to warm! 
Come, and indulge the Tranſport of my Mind, 
And be, at leaſt, platonicaliy kind: | 

If the ſoft Seat of Love is in the Soul, 

What outward Violence can its Laws controul, | 
'Tis, by this Trial, but the more refin'd, | 
The Droſs ſubfides, the Gold is left behind. 

Ab. O thou too lovely, thou too faithful Dame! 
Thou dear Perdition, Source of Joy and Shame! 
Vain are your Hopes, and Fancy but deceives ; 
Nature's Defe& no Force of Art retrieves. 

Sooner the ſapleſs Tree ſhall Fruitage yield, 

Sooner with Plenty team the barren Field, 

Than the warm Tide of Paſſion ſhall return, 

Tf it be once from its lov'd Channel borne. 

But, if thou wou'dſt be more than Womankind, 

If with my Fate thou haſt thy own combin'd, 

From this vain World for eyer let's retire, 

To nobler Aims, ſublimer Joys aſpire. 

J taught thee to tranſgreſs, and be content 

That I ſhould alſo teach thee to repent ; 

Thus, what in Vice began ſhall Virtue end, 

And well exchange the Loyer for the Friend. 

Hel. Alas! my Abelard, depriv'd of thee, 

'This World has no Enjoyment left for me. 

To ecchoing Vaults, and dreary Cells I go, 

Sad, ſolemn Scenes of penitential Woe! _ - 

There, where no guilty Flame the Boſom warms, 

No flatt'ring Hope deceives, no Fear alarms 

Where ſpotleſs Veſtals watch the riſing Paſſion, 
And only wail original Tranſgreſſionn;n; 

There Weeping, Faſting, Penance ſhall deface 

Tbeſe Charms, curſt Authors of thy dire Diſgrace! 
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O my dear Lord! my Love! my Life! 


| wk 
Oh! 
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AIR X. The dying Swan. 


Our fatal Paſſion draws 
on thee this Weight of Shame, and Grief, 
And I the guilty Cauſe. | ' 


Then, while They, 7 in thy ſad State, 


Th' Extremes of Fate to prove, 


Thy Hehoiſe ſhall ſhare that * 
And expiate thus her LOWS... 


Com, let's away, while Heav'n its Warmth: inſpires, 


To queneh our earthly with celeſtial Fires. 
et; one parting ——_ laft Adieu —— 


H 


eaven and Earth 


Ab. Was ever — ſo true? 


Farewel, my Heloi/e, till we meet above, 
In thoſe bleſt Realms where tis no Crime to love. 


AIX XI. TA range all round the ſhady "6 t 


„ 


Hel. Bat mark the Means of vis 


CHORUS.” 


TE mira, 


And, white your Breaſts with Piry RY | 


'That like Diſtreſs may ne'er be felt, 
Let this, our ſad Example, 


*The dire Effects of lawleſs Love. 
„„ 


prove 


5 
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EFF CY : 
| J 4 7 2 ſ cult 2 { 


 Horel, 20 * 759 


